168    EXTRACTS   FROM   LETTERS   TO   EMILY   SELLWOOD.   [l839
1839. "The stern daughter of the Voice of God," unclothed with the warmth of the feelings, is as impotent to convert as the old Stoicism.
tions for men ever to see one another in  their true         V1
positions.    The world is better than it is called, but        jjr
wrong and foolish.    The whole framework seems wrong,        ^
which in the end shall be found right.                                     ^
Bitterness of any sort becomes not the sons of Adam,        f still less pride, for they are in that talk of theirs for the
most part but as children babbling in the market-place.          ]T
- :      .            f.
High Beech.    I have been at this place (High Beech         .
in Epping Forest) all the year, with nothing but that        f
muddy pond in prospect,  and those two little  sharp-        ^
barking dogs.                                                                          f
Perhaps I am coming to the Lincolnshire coast, but        '
I scarcely know.    The journey is so expensive and I        f'
am so poor.                                                                            ~-
-                                                                       v.^
f
The far future has been my world always.
I shall never see the Eternal City, nor that dome, the wonder of the world; I do not think I would live        '^ there if I could, and I have no money for touring.
Mablethorpe. I am not so able as in old years to commune alone with Nature. I am housed at Mr Wildman's, an old friend of mine in these parts: he and his wife are two perfectly honest Methodists. When